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was all right. But I must write to the relative of the
man who had been killed by the plane which wounded
me. My mind shied away from the real words. I must
write to my servant's wife. I must. Yet each time I
began to write, misery and sickness overwhelmed me.
The letter was still unwritten. Everything I could think
of to say seemed so pitifully inadequate. The conven-
tional phrases seemed indecent. And I could never put
down in words the sum of what I felt. Before the
nobility and cleanness of death I feel petty and soiled.
He died, I thought, yet I'm alive and I'm still as selfish
as ever. And I'm afraid to go back. I'm afraid to
go back.

Ill

All round the close leaguer of tanks in full moonlight
the desert stretched into the horizon like an endless roll
of parchment. Only two sentries were dismounted. I
could hear their footsteps padding into the heavy still-
ness of the night as I sat writing in my tank. Gus had
fallen asleep in the wireless operator's seat with his head
against my thigh. It impeded writing. I looked at my
watch. Only another half-hour. I counted. Another
fourteen blocks of the cipher message remained to be
done. I must work faster. The pencil twisted in my
slippery hand. The sand was heavy with fear. I looked
at my watch again. Only another five minutes. But
that was impossible. I must have more time than that
to hand in my paper. The stillness was suddenly
pierced by a shot. In the new silence I heard the whine
'of a tank engine's electric starter. Then the night was